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Future 


Author's Notes: 
The last story of the thirty-day drabble challenge, for better or for worse! This fic contains a few lines of 
\"Faithfully,\" by Journey.. 


"Thank you, Des Moines, good night!" Geddy shouted, and he, Alex, and Neil ran off stage to thunderous 
applause. They stood around for a few moments catching their breath, chit-chatting, and toweling off sweat. It 
had been a decent show -- not one of their best, but nothing to be ashamed of, either. A good, solid three 
hours of work, not counting the soundcheck and oh, the past thirty-plus years of playing their asses off. 


In time, the various well-wishers and hanger-onners who had somehow or another gotten backstage access 
dispersed, leaving the band and the crew. Time to get cleaned up and head back to the hotel, or, in Neil's case, 
to his bus, to get a few hours’ sleep before it was time to start the whole thing over again 


Neil headed off to his dressing room, but Alex followed Geddy into his. No comments or excuses necessary -- 
the drummer was used to this arrangement by now. Some of the crew had probably noticed, too, but if they 
had, they had the good taste (or good sense) not to mention it. As the door shut behind them, Alex grabbed 


Geddy and held him tight. 
"Mmmm. How do you manage to smell so good, even after a show?" 


Geddy took a step back and gazed at Alex with an expression of heartbreaking sadness. His eyelashes fluttered, 


as if he were blinking back tears. 

"Ged! What's the matter?" 

"IFs just so -- so tragic," he whispered in a strangled voice. 
"What is? Tell me what's wrong!" 


"That someone who loves wine as much as you do should have lost his sense of smell. It's tragic! Tragic!" 
Geddy snorted with laughter and ran toward the shower as Alex picked up a nearby hair tie and shot it at 
him. 


A short while later (no time for shower tomfoolery!) a clean and somewhat damp Geddy and Alex settled into 
the posh leather back seat of a limousine, headed toward their hotel. They sat a respectable hetero distance 
away from each other, though to be honest they might have sat that way even if they'd been public about 
their relationship. The love was still there as strong as ever, but the years had brought a kind of quiet 
confidence in that love, and the result had been that they no longer felt the need to constantly touch one 


another. It was enough just to be nearby. 


As they drove, Geddy pondered. He'd been feeling nostalgic that night, for no easily discernible reason. He 
thought about his life with Alex to that point, a life that he preferred not to think of as being halfway over. It 
had been much less straightforward than he ever could have predicted as a starry-eyed kid. There had been 
all sorts of unimagined detours in their road in the form of wives and children, friends gained and lost (some 
to time and distance, some to death), terrifying near-breakups and exhilarating reconciliations. Through it all, 
though, it had been him and Alex. Just as they'd promised one another as teenagers, they'd never allowed 
themselves to be split up, never again. He didn't know what the future was going to be, but he knew that 
whatever happened, it would be with Alex by his side. He smiled. 


"What's so funny?" Alex asked. 


"ll tell you later," Geddy murmured, giving him a tender look in lieu of holding his hand as the limo parked in 
front of the hotel. 


Getting to their floor, they bid a friendly adieu to one another, then retired to their adjoining rooms. Geddy 
hurriedly brushed his teeth and changed into his pajamas, including one very special item from the nightstand. 
Then he settled onto his bed and waited expectantly. In a few moments, a soft knock sounded on the door 
connecting their rooms. He went to it and opened it, then doubled over in laughter at the sight of Alex in a pair 


of footie pajamas covered in mulitcolored moose. 


"How do | look?" Alex asked, sucking in his cheeks to create "cheekbones" and doing his best supermodel poses. 
"Oh my God, those are disgusting Take them off right now” 

"Maybe you're going to have to help me with that, handsome.” 

"Maybe | will. C'mere” 

Grinning, Alex stepped over the threshold and into Geddy's waiting arms. They kissed, and as they did, Geddy 
worked at top speed to shuck Alex of the offending flannel, enjoying the feeling of his flesh beneath his palms 
Alex wasted no time in getting Geddy to a similar state, and the two collapsed together onto the bed 

Alex rolled atop Geddy and moved to kiss him, but then stopped 

"Oh, hey, in the car -- what were you thinking about?" 


Geddy groaned. "You ever think about getting tested for ADD, Lerxst?" 


"| don't know wha- Hey, look, a squirrell" Geddy rolled his eyes at the old joke, and Alex kissed him on the nose. 
"No, seriously, though, Dirk. What were you thinking of?" 


Geddy smiled, getting a little misty. "I was just thinking about how lucky we are. No matter what's happened, 
we've always managed to stay together. That's all | could have hoped for." 


"Right down the line it's been you and me'," Alex caterwauled, in a singing voice even more off-key than his 


natural one. 


"How many times have | told you, Lerxst? Steve Perry has no place in our bedroom! | don't need to compete 


with another big-nosed brunette," Geddy scolded. 
"Deal with it, Ged. ‘Lovin' a music man ain't always what it's s'posed to bel" 


"That's enough, you're gonna get it now!" Geddy shifted his weight and rolled over on top of Alex, and the two 
of them play wrestled like teenagers for a moment. Soon, though, tickles and pokes turned into gropes and 
kisses, and gasps of laughter turned into gasps of a quite different sort. As their bodies tangled, the moonlight 
streamed in through a break in the curtains, and the soft glow glinted off the reflective surface of two well- 


worn pull tab rings gracing fingers on two strong, worn hands. 


